Egloga fecundti.

Y beafts, go fede vpon ye plaine,

and let your herdman lye,
Thou feefl her mind, and fearft you nowe,

Dametas for to dye?
Why flay eft you thus? why doft you flay

thy lyfe to longe doth lafle:
Accounte this flud, thy fatall graue,

fyth time of hope is pafle.
What meanfl thou thus to linger on ?

thy life wolde fayne departe,
Alas: the wounde doth fefter ftyll,

of curfed Cupids darte.
No falue but this, can helpe thy fore,

no thynge can moue her minde
She hath decreed, that thou malt dye,

no helpe there is to finde.
Nowe fyth there is, no other helpe,

nor ought but this to trye,
Thou feefl her mind : why fearfle thou than?

Dametas for to dye.
Long haft thou ferued, and ferued true,

but all alas, in vayne,
For me thy feruyce, nought eftemes,

but deales the griefe for gayne.
For thy good wyll, (a gaye rewarde)

Difdayne, for Louefhe gyues,
Thou loueft her while thy life doth lafl,

me hates the, w[h]ile me Hues.
Thou flamfte, when as you feeft her face

with Heate of hye defyre,
She flames agayne, but how? (alas)

with depe difdaynfull Ire.

The greateft pleafure is to the,

to fe her voyde of Payne,